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To  his  Subfcribers, 

Non-fubfcribers^  to  any  Body^  every  Body,  or  No^Body^ 

T.       lends  greeting. 

TH  E  faid  T.  B.  is  apprehenfive  that  fome  few  of  his  Subfcribers  (other  folks  he  cares  little 
about)  will  think  he  has  made  too  free  with  Pluralifts,  gCc  whilft  others  have  plainly  told 
him  he  cannot  expofe  them  too  much ;  more  he  was  unwilling  to  do  than  he  has  done,  and  kfs  wou'd 
not  have  pleas'd  the  majority  of  his  friends. 

He  believes  alfo,  one  inquifitive  perfon  or  another,  will  fay,  Who  is  this  T.  B.  ?  where  does  he 
live  ?  and  what  Bu/inefs  does  he  follow?  He  fays  mum  — to  the  two  laft  queries;  but  he  thinks  it  a 
little  incumbent  upon  him  to  anfwer  ingenuoully  to  the  firft,  as  it  may  in  fome  fort  apologize  for  his 
ludicrous  draughts  of  that  (Ihou'd  be)  Reverend  Order  the  Clergy. 

He's  Lancalhire  born;  and,  by  the  bye,  ajl  his  acquaintance  agree,  his  wife  not  excepted,  that  he's 
an  odd  fellow. 

In  the  reign  of  queen  Ann  he  was  a  boy,  and  one  of  the  nine  children  of  a  poor  curate  in  Lan- 
cafhirc,  whofe  ftipend  never  amounted  to  thirty  pounds  a  year;  and  confequently  the  family  mult 
feel  the  iron  teeth  of  penury  with  a  witnefs.    Thefe  indeed  were  fometimes  blunted  by  the  chaiira- 

ble  difpofitjon  of  the  good  redor  (the  reverend  Mr.  H  -n  of  W"  -n)  :  fo  this  T.  B.  lived  as 

fome  other  boys  did,  content  with  water-pottage,  buttermilk  and  ^annock,  till  he  was  between  thir- 
teen and  fourteen  years  of  age,  when  Providence  began  to  fmile  on  him  in  his  advancenjent  to  a  pair  of 
Dutch- looms,  when  he  met  with  treacle  to  his  pottage,  and  fometimes  a  little  in  his  buttermilk,  or 
thinly  fpread  on  his  jannock. 

Hower,  the  refledions  of  his  father*s  circumftances  (which  now  and  then  ftart  up  and  ftill  edge  his 
teeth)  make  him  believe,  that  Pluralifts  are  no  good  chriftians :  that  he  who  will  a<:cept  of  two,  or 
more  places  of  one  hundred  pounds  a  year,  wou'd  not  fay,  I  have  enough,  tho*  he  was  pope  Clement, 
Urban,  or  Boniface,  cou'd  affirm  himfelf  infallible,  and  offer  his  toe  to  kings.  That  the  unequal 
diftribution  of  church  emoluments  are  as  great  a  grievance  in  the  ecclefiafWcal,  as  iindeferv'd  penfions 
and  places  are  in  the  ftate;  both  of  which,  he  prefumes  to  prophecy,  will  prove  canker-worms  at  the 
roots  of  thofe  fucculent  plants,  and  in  a,  few  years  caufe  leaf  and  branch  to  ihrivel  up,  and  dry  them 
to  tinder. 

What  can  be  greater  tyranny  in  thefe  diminutive  popes,  thefe  luxurious  lollers  at  eafe,  than  to  ftarve 
the  far  more  laborious  and  religious  part  of  their  brethren,  the  lower  clergy  ? 

Or,  how  comes  ft,  that  all  the  pious  inftrudions  and  florid  preaching  of  our  moft  learned  divines, 
have  not  fimilar  effeds  with  the  plain  fpeeches  of  illiterate  filhermen  and  mechanics  on  the  firft  pro- 
mulgation of  the  gofpel  ?  The  anfwer  is  eafy,  for  the  reafonsare  plain  :  The  life  and  dodrines  of  thele 
laft  were  of  a  piece;  they  had  not,  or  wanted,  the  honours,  power,  or  wealth  of  this  world  :  they 
endured  poverty,  with  all  its  biting  attendants;  run  all  hazards  to  reform  the  ignorance  and  follies  of 
thofe  times,  by  inculcating  virtue,  and  truths  appertaining  to  happinefs  in  another  life ;  fo  their  au- 
diences faw  no  reafon  to  doubt  but  they  believ'd  what  they  taught ;  whilft  our  elevated  ecclefiaftics 
only  now  and  then  vouchfafe  to  point  us  out  the  road  to  future  crowns  of  glory,  whilft  their  mimic 
humility  is  content  with  mere  drofs —  the  pomps  and  vanities  of  this  prefent  world. 

Thefe  opprefling  Dignitaries  fhou'd  blufti,  inftead  of  complaining,  that  libertinifm  and  freethinking 
drive  on  likejehu,  whilft  they  court  fimony  in  public  advertifements,  make  ufe  of  bribery  to  procure 
Difpenfations,  Pluralities,  and  Nonrefidencics.  The  common  people  are  not  fo  hoodwinked  now  as  in 
times  of  yore: — They  cannot  but  have  fome  doubts  of  that  religion  which  is  only  made  a  ftalking- 
horfe  of  by  thofe  who  ftiou'd  be  their  honcft  and  holy  guides.  They  fee  their  adions  and  know 
the  marks  they  fhoot  at  — -. 

Some  of  thefe  dignitaries,  it  rauft  be  own'd,  are  more  honeft  in  one  point  than  common,  for  they 
Icorn  thatfneaking  and  fanatical  fin  of  hypocrify :  they  not  only  buy  and  fell  the  higheft  church- 
preferments  without  a  blulh,or  prick  of  confcience,  but  they  would  eftablifh  Judaifm  by  law,  to  pleafe 

their  court-patrons !  —  turn  Mahometans  for  greater  revenues :  —  or  worfhip  a  Lama  for  

Hold,  hold,  —  what  will  this  Timothy  fay  ?   Why  the  fooFs  growing  angry  becaufe  his  father  was 

poor;  —  but  give  him  a   and  hell  be  as  Ihulh  as  a  Bilhop  *****  till 

then  tis  thought  Timothy  will  do  things  h  is  own  way   > «— — — 
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Explantion  of  the  TRoyiTispiECE. 


POOR  Timmy  keawrs  in  wofo  fulky  plight ; 
His  crap's  aw  done,  an  aw's  e  pieces  quite ! 
Wvnte  whilUes  in  his  empty  bottil  fboar; 
His  jug  is  vvawtit,  glafs  con  ting  no  mooar. 
Mall-i\ick  an  pallet  booath  lye  on  the  greawnd, 
Punch-bow's  keel  upport,  an  has  loft  its  feavvnd  : 
Sad  pleagues  are  theele — yets  had  be  empty  purfe. 
Boh  whot  is  that  to  that,  ots  ten  times  worfe  ? 
For  fee  ! — the  pyrates  creep  behunt  an  fteyl 
What  fhou'd  be  clooas,  an  furni/Ii  e'ery  meel. 
If  that's  naw  wur,  Tim  s  breans  are  addle  groon  ; 
Fot  mine  is  mine,  an  yoars  is  yoars,  yo  known. 

Theefe  make  his  crook'd-rib  bleavvnge  e  dolefo  dumps. 
On  winnaw  fpeke  be  neither  figns  nor  mumps  : 
Hoo  feys  'tis  vein,  an  lb  hoo'i  worch  no  mooar, 
An's  thrown  hur  lleeve  an  knitting  on  the  floor  : 


m 
i 

m 

liSI 

m 

i 


Hur  wheel  ne'er  fturs,  on  winnaw  yield  a  cop ; 
On  as  for  punch,  Tim  munnaw  tutch  a  drop  !— 

Ah! — that  oytch  pyrate,  with  the  will,  bad  heart, 
With  piftil  cock'd,  to  adl  the  foot-pad's  part : 
Then  choance  Sometimes  met  throw  the  tyke  his  due. 
An  clasp'd  in  ir'n,  heng  hee,  for  aw  to  view. 

Boh  fin  the  law  is  deawmp  eh  this  fad  kefe. 
On  they  fteyl  on,  beawt  redd'ning  in  the  fece, 
Bowd  methodift  I'll  turn,  on  thus  prefume 
Weh  whining  fob  beich  eawt  their  future  doom. 

Theaiv  jujiice  7T2ey  theefe  rogues,  when  deaivn  theft  e  hurVd, 
Cheer -men  to  eaiithors  in  another  world. 


Explanation  of  Vl  AT  z  i  and  2. 

FOUR  ftatefmen  here,  all  plac'd  and  penfion'd fit. 
Have  drown'd  all  care,  and  murder'd  patriot  wit ; 
1  heir  bellies  fill'd  with  wine,  their  chefts  with  gold, 
Sqi.'eez'd  iri)m  a  nation  which  they've  bought  and  foJd, 
No  conlcience  pricks ; — no  dread  of  public  wrath  ; — 
I  hey  rob  like  Orford,  or  an  earl  of  Bath  ! 
A  groaning  nation  breaks  no  filken  eafe. 
And  onlv  liudy  how  I — d  Br—te  to  pleafe  : 
Thus  warm'd  within  the  down  of  regal  wing, 
U  hilft  England  mourns,  her  flatefmen  laugh  and  fing. 
O  Britain's  guardian,  when  wilt  thou  awake. 
And  on  fuch  vipere  deadly  vengeance  take? 


Plate  3. 

SE  E  here  an  emblem  of  a  married  life. 
When  £lthy  lucre  joins  a  man  and  wife  i 
Each  three  times  married,  both  expected  riches  ; 
Both  fides  are  cheated, — and  thus  fight  forth'  breeches, 
Diforder  reigns  ! — all  pleafure  files  away  ; 
Chagrin  the  night,  and  fury  rules  the  day. 

Plate  4. 

THIS  hypocrite,  whofe  holy  look  and  drefs 
Seem  Heaven-born,  v/ho(e  heart  is  nothing  lefs : 
He  preaches,  prays,  and  fings  for  worldly  wealth, 
Till  old  fly  Mammon  takes  it  all  by  flealth. 
And  leaves  him  naked  on  a  dreary  fhore, 
Where  cant  and  nonfenfe  draw  in  fools  no  more.  ' 
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Plat E  5,  6,  7,  and  8. 

Doftor  once  much  puzzl'd  was 
To  find  out  ways  and  means 
How  teeth  to  draw  of  ev'ry  clafs 
Without  fuch  wracking  pains, 

A  packthread  ftrong  he  ty'd  in  hafie 
On  tooth,  which  fore  did  wring ; 


He  pull'd.  the  patient  foliow'd  fafi. 
Like  Tovvzer  in  a  firing. 

6. 

He  mifs'd  at  firf!,  but  try'd  again, 
Then  clap'd  hi?  foot  o'th'  chin  ; 

He  pull'd — the  patient  roar'd  with  pain. 
And  hideoufly  did  grin. 

But  lo  ! — capricious  fortune  frown'd. 
And  broke  the  clewkin  ffring. 

And  threw  him  backwards  on  the  ground, 
His  head  made  floor  to  ring. 


An  old  wife  next,  with  wrapt-up  jaw. 

And  her  lafi  tooth,  did  come  : 
This  tooth,  thought  he,  I  foon  can  draWj 

And  gain  fbme  credit  from. 

So  he  the  pincers  took  in  hand. 
And  pull'd  with  might  and  main. 

But  theie  flipp'd  off,  we  underfiand. 
Which  much  increas'd  the  pain. 

This  made  the  doftor  caft  about. 
And  mufe — in  doleful  dumps  : 

If  faft  with  large  teeth  drawing  out. 
What  muft  1  do  with  iiumps  ? 

He  puzz'Iing  f^ar'd  ;  next  man,  thought  he, 

I'll  try  the  firing  again ; 
The  knack  I've  found  moft  certainly 

To  do't  with  little  pain. 


Now  firing's  put  fafl  on  tooth  that  aches^ 
Which  round  his  hand  he  wraps, 

A  glowing  coal  i'the  tongs  he  takes. 
And  to  his  nofe  he  claps. 

The  fight  and  fmell  of  fire  drove  back 

The  patient's  head  in  fright. 
Who  drew  his  own  tooth  in  a  crack. 

And  prov'd  the  doctor  right. 


EXPLANATIONS. 


Plale  9. 

THREE  country  bumpkins  chanc'd  to  meet, 
Whofe  phizzes  look'd  like  vizzards ; 
The  iirft,  the  lecond  thus  doth  greet, 
Thy  face  is  like  fome  wizzard's. 

The  uglieft  of  the  uglieft  fort 

Thou  art,  or  I'm  miftaken  ; 
Sure  nature  made  thee  all  for  fport, 

Or  fight  hath  me  forfaken. 

ad.  But  thou'rt  all  beauty  in  thy  looks. 
And  ev'ry  feature's  pleafing  : 
This  I  wou'd  /wear  on  holy  books. 
But  for  my  fin  increafing. 

For  fure  thy  nofe,  thy  mouth,  tliy  eye. 

Would  frighten  any  mortal : 
Pluto  and  Jove  will  throw  thee  by. 

On  ent'ring  grim  death's  portal. 

3d.  The  third  and  uglieft  of  the  three, 

Cry'd,  Lord !  —  how  you're  conceited ! 
I  cannot  ftand  a  mute  and  fee 
Two  neighb'ring  friends  thus  cheated. 

I  wonder  why  fuch  mortals  fhou'd 

About  their  beauty  fall  out ! 
Were  I  as  ugly  I  ne'er  wou'd 

From  my  poor  cottage  crawl  out. 

For  with  an  ax  and  alder-tree, 

I'd  make  two  men  as  handfome  : 
Or  live  a  Have  in  Tripoly, 

And  never  fiie  for  ranfome. 

Plate  10. 

SMART  Captain  Plume,  much  like  a  bird  of  prey. 
Doth  feize  on  Rofe,  as  mention'd  in  the  Play  : 
Bullock,  her  brother,  with  lagacious  gloom, 
Says,  Ruofe,  he'll  lift  thee  —  come  away,  come,  come, 
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Plate  11* 

"  IJERE  the  fair  humble  penitent  behold, 
*'  XI  To  the  good  father  all  her  fins  unfold  : 
*'  He  hears,  abfolves,  but  mark  his  leering  eyes, 
**  And  judge  by  them  where  his  devotion  lies.'' 
At  her  warm  altar  oft  he's  bow'd  the  knee, 
Canceird  the  crime,  and  prais'd  her  chaftity. 
But  take  the  ftory,  which  I've  lately  got 
From  that  old  conjurer,  hight  Michael  Scott. 

Old  wealthy  Walter  married  buxom  Sue, 
For  young  Ihe  was,  and  very  handfome  too  : 
She  daily  pray'd ;  —  her  beads  flipp'd  too  and  fro. 
And  to  confeflion  conftantly  did  go ; 
Till  fquint-ey'd  jealoufy  prick'd  Walter  s  mind. 
Who  ftudy'd  hard  the  hated  truth  to  find. 

This  brawny  monk  (quoth  Wafter  to  himfelf) 
Plagues  nrie  much  more  than  hoarding  all  my  pelf; 
iiut  1  m  detcrmin'd  to  find  out  my  doom, 
For  no  plague  equals  doubtful  cuckoldom. 

Now  Walter  follows  holy  Sue  to  church. 
And  m  a  pew  lies  perdue  on  the  lurch ; 
He  ey'd  his  wife,  in  penitential  drefs. 
Counting  her  beads,  and  hearing  th'  heavenly  mafs. 
This  done,  (he  in  her  turn  fell  down  before 
The  good  monk  John,  and  mutter'd  fomething  o'er  : 
1  he  father  figh'd  —  his  bacon-head  he  fhook. 
And  into  private  he  poor  Suky  took 

fx?[-^^u''^^^*^^~^"'  ^'^ips»  'tis  thouerht. 

Which  made  our  cuckold  haftily  cry  out 

My  God  --.  my  Suky !  —  ah,  Ihe's  much  tcJo  tender, 

T'^^T^    f  that  may  mend  her? 

And  down  he  falls  upon  his  bended  knees 
Jo  have  the  ftripes which  Suky  quickly  fees. 
And  whifpers  John ;  Good  father,  heat  him  hard, 
Myjm  are  great,  and  fin  fhou'd  not  he  fpafd. 


Thus  priefis  and  monks  of  ev'ry  order  prove 
Meer  wicked  laymen,  in  the  caule  of  love  . 
And  women's  nature  from  the  firft  to  laft, 
Will  fometimes  long  forbidden  fruit  to  tafte. 
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Plate  12,  13,  14,  and  29. 

SEE  how  thefe  ruftics  liquor  love  to  quaff: 
They  cry,  who  want  it ;  having  it  they  laugh. 
O  fweet  poflTeflion  !  thou  this  difF'rence  makes. 
Thou  teems  with  finilcs  and  fprightly  pleafure  takes  ; 
Whilft  craving  minds  are  gall'd  with  keen  defire, 
*For  fome  lov'd  obje£l,  which  they  can't  acquire. 

Thus  fav'rites  oft  enjoy,  with  fouls  ferene, 
W^hat  others  want,  and  long  may  wifh  in  vain. 
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Plate  ly. 
ERE  Simon  cries  for  Phillida, 


And  Mopl'us  laughs  antl  loves  her ; 
Damon  hath  ftole  her  heart  away, 
No  tears  or  laughing  moves  her. 

'i'i'  V/    'ai*  *yi£*  'itf  W  Vi*  V/  Vi*  Vi'    'iy'  'iK*  'iy'  'i'/  V4'  'ii^    'y/  Vi'  \  'i'  'y  i*  ""m' 

Plate  16. 

AN  envious  whig  who's  loft  his  place  at  court, 
Quotes  Magna  Charta,  and  pleads  warmly  for't. 
Let  him  get  in,  poor  Magna'is  no  more  I — 
Whigs  pick  our  pockets,  Tories  make  us  poor  ! 
So  ins  or  outs  are  all  the  fame  t'  a  Briton, 
Bep — t  by  tories,  and  by  wigs  be — t  on. 
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Plate  17. 
HEN  Charles  the  fecond's  jocund  reign  began. 


All  thought  ftridl  juftice  muft  lead  up  the  van  : 
His  friends  rejoic'd  ;  — fanatics  drown'd  in  forrow. 
Did  hide  themfelves,  like  rabbits  in  a  burrow. 
Thefe  never  thought  to  find  one  fpark  of  grace. 
Or  faint-like  virtue  in  the  Stuart's  race  : 
Knives, —  ropes  —  and  gallows,  confciencc  kept  in  fight, 
And  butchers  cleavers  broke  their  lleep  at  night. 

The  royalifts,  whofe  treafures  paid  the  coft. 
Who  friends  ~  blood  —  parents  —  all  —  had  for  him  loft, 
Expedted  juftice,  and  to  be  employ'd. 
And  feiz'd  of  lands  their  anceftors  enjoy'd. 
But  mark  a  Stuart :  —  he  forfook  his  friends ; 
Cherifh'd  his  foes ;  and  all  for  courtier's  ends 
Rewarded  rebels !  — penfion'd  babes  of  grace  ! 
Kept  old  friends  out  1  —  and  hypocrites  in  place  I 

So  have  I  feen  in  thefe  our  modern  times, 
Some  men  rewarded  for  rebellious  crimes  j 
Plaids  and  blue  bonnets  fmil'd  upon  with  grace, 
Enrich'd  with  penfions,  and  adorn'd  with  place  , 
Whilft  every  patriot's  frown'd  upon  with  Icorn, 
Opprefs'd  with  taxes,  grievous  to  be  born  ! 
Poor  England's  loaden  till  his  finews  crack. 
And  quite  broke  down  with  weights  upon  his  back  i 
Wrinkl'd  and  bald,  o'ercome  with  care  and  pain. 
But  eafe  expecls  not  whilft  a  R — mp  doth  reign. 

You  half  French-Britons  can  you  loll  at  eafe. 
As  under  vines,  rul'd  by  fuch  — ngs  as  thefe  ; 
Who  when  they're  fmitten  on  the  dexter  jaw, 
Can  turn  the  other,  and  fulfil  the  law  ? 


Plate  18. 

HERE  Englifti  beef  and  pudding  lolls  at  cafe, 
Whilft  French  foup-meagre  dupes  him  in  the  peace 
Wild  Scotch  inftruftions  in  fide-pockets  cramm'd. 
To  fee,  and  know  them,  is  by  Monfieur  claim'd. 
Who  loads  hi?  paunch  with  wine  ;  he  chinks  his  gold  ; 
And  thus  at  Paris  we  were  bought  and  fold? 
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A     T     I     O     N  S. 


An  J  feventeen  hundred  and  fixty-two  will  fland 

A  pyramid  'mongft  blunders  of  this  land  ! 

Awake  thou  fluggard,  (tand  thy  country's  friend, 

And  to  this  adage  carefully  attend  : 

*•  Fat  bellies  make  lean  pates,  and  dainty  bits 
*'  Enrich  the  ribs,  but  bankrupt  quite  the  wits." 
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Plate  19. 

SO  have  I  feen  a juftice  on  the  bench 
Brow-beat  and  fcbld  a  poor  dehided  wench, 
\v  ho  when  at  home  with  Molly  Inugly  plays, 
Tickles  her  tuft,  and  laces  on  her  ftays. 


Pl  AT  E  20. 

TH  E  queereft  contrail:  which  my  fancy  yet 
Hath  Iketched  out,  is  here  before  you  let. 
The  man  behind  in  thoughtful  look  and  drefs, 
Some  fage  philofopher,  perhaps  you'll  guels. 
The  other  heads,  you'li  iay,  are  qafier  known, 
And  two  French-fops,  methinks,  you've  put  them  down. 
But,  ftay,  my  Iriend,  and  Ulkn  to  my  verfe ; 
Thcfe  mon'dfous  heads  too,  are  philofophers; 
Mere  Solomons  !  — for  herbs  they  know  them  all. 
From  iUirdy  oaks,  to  houfe-leek  on  the  wall. 
Thele  living  now,  and  that  in  times  of  old, 
Seem  eail  and  weft,  and  makes  the  contrail  hold  : 
Proves  other  nations  can  turn  French-baboons, 
Befides  mad  Englifh,  and  the  wife  Scots  loons  : 
And  fafliion  here  hath  play  d  her  wiUielt  pranks, 
In  dreffing  Flato,  Solandcr,  and  Banks. 

Plate  21. 
rY  lord  at  Arthur's  lharp'd  of  all  his  ftore, 
»  J.  I't^'  niorning  quefled  how  to  iinger  more  : 
He  heard  old  Screwby  oft  fupply'd  the  needs 
Of  broken  rakes,  who  had  good  title  deeds. 
So  he  bunch'd  up  two  packets,  like  in  fliape, 
Ty'd  in  blue  paper  with  a  filken  tape  : 
One  deeds  of  land,  feven  hundred  pounds  a  year, 
T  he  other  parchments  old,  and  cancell'd  were. 
The  genuine  packet  he  to  Screwby  took, 
Who  hemm'd  and  haw'd,  and  thro'  the  whole  did  look  : 
He  iik'd  the  ware  — and  after  coughing  twice. 
With  twang  of  nofe,  he  query'd  thus  o'th'  price. 

And  pray,  my  lord,  what  may  you  want  on  thefe  ? 
One  thouland  pounds,  old  father,  if  you  pleafe  ; 
And  in  the  morning  this  day  week,  at  nine, 
A  ihouland  more  —  fecurity  is  thine. 

My  lord  —  a  mortgage  —  mortgages  I  want, 
Things  dubious  grow  ;  —  and  money's  wondrous  fcant : 
On  thefe  fair  terms,  a  thouland  down  I'll  lay. 
And  the  remainder  on  the  mention'd  day. 
So  Screwby  counts  the  cafli ;  the  deeds  fecures  : 
My  lord  wheels  off  to  gambling,  rakes,  and  w — res. 

Time  on  his  wings  brings  the  appointed  day, 
On  which  his  lordliiip  doih  the  vifit  pay  ; 
Who  in  his  pocket  lakes  the  feigned  deeds, 
Befides  thethoufand  which  his  projeft  needs. 

The  ufual  compliments  no  fooner  paft. 
My  lord,  in  buffle,  feem'd  to  be  in  haffe  : 
Come,  Mr.  Screwby  —  come,  the  writings  foon, 
And  let  me  fee,  if  honefly  be  done. 

Old  Screwby  then  lays  down  the  mortgage  deeds  ; 
His  lordfhip  damns  each  article  he  reads. 
And  throws  them  down  :  —  old  Screwby  all  aghaft. 
Clearing  his  weafand,  thus  broke  out  at 

My  lord,  there's  no  man  —  no  m.an,  on  my  word. 
Will  lend  his  cafh  ;  —  and  not  be  fure,  ray  lord. 

Why  damn  your  furety  :  thefe  I'll  never  fign  ;  ^ 
ierc,  take  your  trafh  ;  — and  give  me  what  is  mine. 


Old  Screwby  fcratching  both  his  elbows,  faid. 
My  lord,  for  writings  five  pounds  rnuH  be  paid. 
Heie  'tis ;  but  give  me  firft  of  all  what's  mine ; 
Thou  halt  the  cafh,  and  mortgage  deeds  are  thine. 

But  they're  not  fign'd,  and  fo  not  worth  a  flrawf 
Nor  ever  fhall  be  whilfl  my  breath  I  draw. 
My  lord  took  up  and  found  the  writings  right. 
And  ty'd  them  up  again  in  Screwby's  fight. 
And  in  his  pocket  where  th'  fham  writings  lay. 
He  put  them  clofe,  and  coolly  bad  —  good  day. 

Griev'd  to  the  foul,  old  Screwby  fore  did  fret. 
That  he  cou'd  not  this  precious  morfel  get : 
His  fiick  he  takes  —  his  greafy  hat  puts  o'er 
His  brown-white  wig,  and  limp'd  hard  out  of  door 
After  his  lordfliip  :  Ho  —  my  lord  —  ho  lo  V 
Pray  what's  to  do,  old  father  grey-beard  now  ? 

If 't  pleafe  you.  Sir,  what  mufl  I  give  in  hand, 
For  you  to  fign,  and  let  this  bargain  liand  ? 

Two  hundred  pounds  — :  befides  two  thoufand  down. 
And  then  I'll  fign — the  mortgage  deeds  your  own. 

Come  back,  my  lord  — :  for  witneffes  I'll  fend. 
Sign  you  and  feal,  and  fb  this  job  we'll  end. 

Gripe  now  in  flretched  bags  of  folid  founds. 
On  table  fet  twenty  two  hundred  pounds. 
His  lordrtiip  throws  the  mimic  writings  down. 
And  thus  each  face  has  baniflVd  ev'ry  frown . 

The  mortgage  deeds  are  executed  fair. 
Gripe  put's  th'  oi  l  parchments  in  his  bofom  bare  ; 
Whilft  folid  gold  my  lord  lugs  to  his  chaife. 
And  makes  it  fly  'mongll  courtiers,  whores,  and  plays. 

The  new-made  deeds  fo  fill'd  old  Screwby's  head. 
That  the  falfe  writings  never  once  were  read 
Till  two  months  pafi ;  and  then  he  nearly  fcans- 
The  fhoud-be  deeds  of  all  the  mortgag'd  lands. 
When  Jo  !  old  leafes,  with  determin  d  dates ; 
Some  cancell'd  bonds  ;  parchments  of  law  debates. 
Salutes  with  wonder  his  old  winking  eyes ; 
Which  made  him  ftart  from  chair  in  great  furprize  ! 
His  pifs-burnt  wig  he  whirls  upon  the  ground, 
And  flamping  on't,  he  wildly  flares  around  I 
What  !  —  muff  our  nobles  cheat  the  poor  —  quo'  he. 
And  fiill  be  fcreen'd  from  flocks,  and  pillory  ? 
Muft  thus  the  king  give  titles  to  the  great. 
With  power  to  ruin,  murder,  rob,  and  cheat? 
Muft  fome  pack'd  rogues  thus  plunder  all  the  reil. 
And  when  we're  bankrupts,  laugh  it  into  jeft  ? 
But  I'll  have  right ;  —  or  flab  the  titled  knave. 
And  fweetly  go  reveng'd  unto  my  grave. 

Old  Screwby  now  is  clofe  upon  the  fcent, 
In  ev'ry  place  his  lordfhip  did  frequent. 
Some  knew  the  man  ;  —  fome  knew  he  lov'd  a  whore 
But  all  afiirm'd  he  dy'd  fix  weeks  before. 
At  lafl  he  meets  two  friends,  who  teftify'd 
He  very  fairly  in  a  duel  dy'd. 

Gripe,  full  to  th'  throat,  his  grief  in  fighs  burft  o'er ; 

Nor  ever  thought  of  his  remaining  flore. 

For  he  by  fqueezing  rich  and  poor,  we  find. 

Full  thirty  thoufand  flill  had  left  behind  : 

But  yet  fo  hanker'd  after  what  was  gone, 
j   He  muft  have  that,  or  elfe  he  wou'd  have  none : 
'    For  this  loft  fheep  was  fuch  a  fatal  blow, 
j    He'd  even  fetch  it,  from  the  fhades  below. 
[   This  was  refolv'd  —  :  Tears  flow'd  for  lofs  of  pelf 
j   He  haftens  home,  and  there  he  hangs  himfelf ! 

1       Calm  reafon  judge  ;  give  fentence  if  thou  can, 
'      Which  murder'd  moft  the  charader  of  man  ! 

'  §#§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§#§§#§#§§§§§ 

! 

:  Plate  22,  23,  and  24. 

i  "OEhold  the  drefs  from  monkey-lands  brought  o'er, 

j  JD  And  by  our  Englifh  apes  at  prefent  wore  : 

j  Hair  comb'd  with  art,  as  fleek  as  moufe  doth  lie  ; 

j  Pomatum  fumes,  fweet-fcented  round  them  fly. 
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Tht  plalfter'd  pyramid  aloft  doth  rear, 
And  powder'd  wings,  expanded,  fly  in  air  ! 
A  Joad  of  hair  hangs  tumbling  on  the  back, 
Which  vaunts  in  fize  with  muckle  Sawney's  pack. 
Would  you  not  laugh  to  lee  thefe  frightful  heads, 
Heneath  blue-bonntts,  and  o'er  chequer'd  plaids  ? 
Then  why  the  loons  Ihou'd  lengthen  their  long  jaws 
With  French  toupees,  me  Scoaty  nae  Scothcron  knaivs ! 
Children  unborn  fuch  portraits  will  lurprize  ; 
They'll  lift  their  hands,  and  turn  away  their  eyes ! 
Think  their  old  dads  deep  learn'd  in  monkey  tricks, 
Eut  lucking  babes  in  all  their  politics. 

Yet  let  it  none  but  macaronies  ftain. 
Who  liv'd  in  George  the  third's  mad  flutSluating  reign. 

Plate  25. 

THIS  hestrt  of  oak,  who  in  the  ftorm 
At  the  Havanna  did  perform 
Great  feats,  and  lliew'd  his  mettle  ; 
Is  juft  arriv'd  with  thoughts  elate. 
And  only  dreams  of  being  great. 
And  boiling  oft  his  kettle. 

One  hundred  pounds  th'  paymafter  knew,  • 
His  part  o'th'  prize  was  juftly  due, 

But  then,  poor  tar  muft  ftay  : 
He  did  fo,  three  long  years  and  more, 
The  courtier  ftill  kept  back  the  ore. 

And  holds  it  to  this  day  ! 

When  dunn'd  again,  he  a£l:s  the  farce, 
7'h'  exchequer's  low — our  money's  fcarce, 

And  premiums  hims  at  large : 
]\ly  friend,  quoth  he,  your  time's  not  come  ; 
Your  impudence  is  troublelbme  ; 

Your  debt  I'll  not  difcharge. 

And  now  the  tar  fix  guineas  owes. 

But  cannot  pay  them,  fo  he  goes 

To  lobfpoimd,  where  he  lay 
Until  this  honeft  heart  of  oak 
With  ufage  bad,  and  grief  was  broke, 

Such  game  our  rulers  play  ! 


Plat E  27. 

A Well- fed  vicar  tired  with  thinking. 
And  fairly  overcome  by  drinking  ; 
Forgets  his  flock  and  holy  caule. 
Rakes  with  a  vender  of  the  laws, 
Who  fcorns  the  trade  of  under-fapping. 
Doth  fairly  take  his  rev'rence  napping; 
And  with  a  glafs  of  claret  wine. 
Law  canonizes  the  divine.  . 
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Plate  28. 

^UOTH  Flal  to  Dick,  I  know  its  true 

Thou  courted  Doll,  my  wife ; 
Nay,  fame  doth  whilper  k — d  her  too, 
Which  thought's  the  plague  of  life. 


That  fame,  quo*  Dick's,  a  lying  bitch. 

Whom  none  but  fools  will  hear  : 
But  knaves  quo'  Hal,  give  th'  courtiers  ifch. 

For  which  I  wring  thy  ear. 

Plate  29. 

<(  'T~^Ogether  they  totter  about, 
*'    X    Or  fit  in  the  fun  at  the  door ; 
**  And  at  night  when  old  Darby's  pot's  out, 
"  His  Joan  will  not  fmoke  a  whiff  more. 

Plate  30. 

HERE  Yeddart  with  his  little  nofe 
Doth  envy  Hodge  his  great  one  ; 
As  often  pooreft  folks  do  thofe 
They  have  their  cloaths  and  meat  on. 

For  envy  like  to  vital  air. 

Runs  through  all  forts  of  people  : 
Through  th'  pompous  court  and  country  bare, 
And  lords  of  ev'ry  ffeeple. 


Plate  26. 

OLD  fquint-ey'd  Nan,  who  by  the  paultry  trade, 
^  Of  felling  wooden-fpoons  and  ladies  made 
A  fhift  to  live ;  —  and  get  tobacco  too. 
And  call'd  fometimes  Vi^hcre  folks  good  ale  did  brew. 

One  liiltry  day  old  Nanny  fupp'd  fo  deep, 
That  all  fhe  fold  wou'd  icarce  the  balance  keep ; 
Which  griev'd  her  fore ;  fb  flie  refoiv'd  to  try 
If  wealthy  farmer  Jones  would  fomething  buy. 
She  try'd  indeed  ;  —  but  found  all  out  of  tune. 
For  corn  and  cheefe  had  drop'd  that  afternoon. 
Nay  more  than  that ;  he  heard  King  George  wou'd  f^ay 
Corn's  fliipping  ofi-;  —  and  things  wou'd  lower  each  day 
They'd  nothing  buy.  —  Old  Nanny  fliook  her  head. 
And  with  a  figh,  thus  to  the  farmer  faid  : 
II eel  mcaftcr,  lueel :  —  hok  one  think  e  yer  ear. 
Spoons  win  he  fpoom.  who  lives  another  year. 
Eigh,  —  ivin  theyfo,  owd  demc  ?  quo'  Mr.  Jones, 
If  that  be  hit,  I'll  buy  urn  aiv  for  once. 
I  know  the  owd  p.  overh  which  is  true  I  wot, 
**  A  penny  fav'd,  isjuji  a  penny  got." 

Thus  Nan  was  broke  ;  and  well  it  was  no  worfe 
And  budg'd  away  with  money  in  her  purfe  * 
And  laughing  faid  —  f  hisfeely  lucky  hit, 
Slicwt  gowdmay  harbour,  where  there's  want  0'  wit 
Roytchfok  I  fee,  han  naiv  awth*  wit  ith  ward; 
torintwur  fo,  the  poor  wou'd  quite  be  marr'd. 
Left  leet  heawH  will,  I've  tow'd  no  lye,  Vm  Cure 
rsan  con  tell  true  altho'  hoofe  mcety  poor,  * 


Plate  31. 

A Pitcher  fill'd  with  nappy  ale, 
Old  Hodge  and  Roaf  did  hide 
Within  a  hole  i'th'  kitchen  wall. 
And  thought  no  mortal  fpy'd. 

Arch  Toby,  feemingly  afleep, 
Saw  what  the  carles  had  done  ; 

And  to  the  place  did  foftly  creep. 
As  foon  as  they  were  gone. 

He  found  the  tap  moft  excellent. 

And  fell  to't  tooth  and  nail : 
He  drank  till  he  was  nearly  fpent. 

And  found  his  flrength  to  fail. 

So  he  another  pitcher  got. 

And  off  he  took  the  reft ; 
But  left  its  likenefs  in  the  pot. 

Which  prov'd  the  cream  o'th'  jefl. 

For  Hodge  and  Roaf  had  got  their  cheefe. 

And  went  to  fetch  the  ale  : 
But  only  found  a  pint  o'th'  lees. 

That  purl'd  from  Toby's  tail. 

Finding  but  little  left  behind  : 
Old  Hodge  would  have  his  half: 

He  drank  —  but  pick'd  it  up  we  find. 
And  left  it  all  for  Roaf. 
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Plate  32. 

WHAT  various  ways  we  diff 'rent  mortals  prefs, 
To  that  fam'd  goal,  the  world  calls  happiuefs  1 
Somt  take  ambition's  high  and  ilipp'ry  road  ; 
And  fome  rich  viands  make  their  chiefeft  God. 
Some  wine,  fome  women  ;  Ibme  love  cards  and  dice  ; 
Some  thinic  full  bags  all  human  bl  .ls  comprife. 
Some  love  retirement ;  fome  for  pleafure  roam, 
And  fome  for  books  do  ftarve  themfelves  at  home. 

But  here  old  merry  Kate,  and  Nan,  and  Befs, 
Find  nearer  ways  to  climb  to  happinets : 
Gin  punch  and  flip,  are  all  their  lole  delight; 
They  laugh  at  th'  world,  and  fwear  they're  only  right. 

Plate  33. 

THUS  plenty  fits  witb  pipe  and  liquor, 
In  look  artd  drels  much  like  a  vicar ; 
Whilft  poverty  fiands  ragg'd  and  ftarving. 
Fat  plenty  gives  her  —  not  a  farthing. 
Nor  once  vouchfafes  to  look  upon  her, 
Left  he  fhou'd  !ofe  both  health  and  honour  : 
For  'tis  a  fcandal  to  be  fure. 
That  filk  and  lawn  lliou'd  look  o'th'  poor ; 
Whofe  meagre  faces  may  infedl, 
A  body  plump  and  intellecl:. 
Then  who  vvould  run  luch  rifques  as  thefe, 
The  poor  and  loufy  for  to  pleafe  ? 
Their  heads  were  better  fluff'd  at  college. 
With  richer  fenfe,  and  plumper  knowledge  : 
And  learn'd — plumb-puciding  prefentation 
Chimes  fweetly  with  a  dilpenlation. 

Then  how  can  they  forget  the  rules, 
Thev  oft  bring  with  them  from  the  Ichools  ? 
Which  are  lo  rivetted  and  fait, 
They  iVick  like  burrs  unto  the  laft. 


T 


Plate  34. 
Adjutant. 
HE  prince  commands  that  you  bring  up  the  horfe. 


General. 

Ah  Lord,  what  mean  you  by  this  ftrange  difcourfe  ! 

Adjutant. 
The  horfe  muft  aid  the  foot,  and  them  preferve ; 

General. 

But  I  think  beft  the  horfe  lie  in  referve  : 
For  ihou'd  a  ball  but  graze  this  Ikin  of  mine. 
As  I'm  all  heart,  I  muft  my  Ibul  refign. 


Plat  E  35. 

NOW  poor  old  Toby  knows  the  worft. 
For  lo  !  his  fuit  ihe's  gain'd  : 
Yet  with  a  client's  luck  he's  curft, 
For  all  his  caih  is  drain'd. 

His  garden,  with  his  cot  he's  fold. 

To  pay  the  lawyer's  fees : 
So  Toby  and  his  doxy  old, 

Muft  want  their  ale  and  cheefe. 

Plate  36. 

BEhold  ye  worldlings  whence  true  pleafure  fprings ; 
Not  from  much  wealth,  or  from  the  fmilesof  kings. 
A  fmgle  bottle  fets  our  minds  at  reft ; 
'Tis  not  full  bags,  contentment  makes  the  feaft. 
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Plate  37. 

TEIE  court  and  country  here  depicled  are ; 
One's  fat  and  jolly  ;  t'other's  poor  and  bare  '. 
Plenty  fits  fmiling  on  the  courtier's  brow, 
Whilft  meagre  want  the  country's  face  doth  fliew. 


Plate  38. 

J  'foldkr  maimd,  and  in  the  beggar's  lijt^ 
Did  thus  addrejs  a  ivell-jcd  pluralrjt. 

Soldier. 

AT  Guadalupe  my  leg  and  thigh  I  loft, 
No  penfion  have  I,  tho'  its  right  I  boaft ; 
Your  rev'rence  pleafe  fome  charity  beftow, 
Heaven  will  pay  double  — when  you're  there  —  you  know* 

Pluralist. 

*'  Heaven  pay  me  double  !  vagrant,  know  that  I 
"  Ne'er  give  to  ftrollers;  they're  16  apt  to  h"e  : 
"  Your  parilli  and  fome  work  wou'd  you  become  ; 
"  So  hafte  away  ;  —  or  conftable's  your  doom, 

Sol. 

May't  pleafe  your  rev'rence,  hear  m.y  cale,  and  then 
You'll  fay  I'm  poorer  than  the  moft  of  men. 
When  Marlbro'  fieged  Lifle  I  firft  drew  breath, 
And  there  my  father  met  untimely  death  ; 
My  mother  follow'd  of  a  broken  heart. 
So  I've  no  friend,  or  pari/h  for  my  part. 

Plu. 

*'  I  fay  begone"  —  With  that  he  loudly  knocks, 
And  Timbertoe  began  to  fmell  the  ftocks  : 
Away  he  ftumps :  —  but  in  a  rood  or  two, 
He  clear  d  his  weafand  and  his  thoughts  broke  thro*. 

Sol. 

This  'tis  to  beg  of  thofe  who  fometimes  preach 
Calm  charity,  and  all  the  virtues  teach ; 
But  their  dilguife  to  common  fenfe  is  thin, 
A  pocket  button'd ;  —  hypocrite  within  I 
Send  me  kind  heaven  the  well-tann'd  captain's  face. 
Who  gives  me  twelve-pence,  and  a  curfe,  with  grace : 
But  let  me  not  in  houfe,  or  lane,  or  ftreet, 
Thofe  treble  penfion'd  parfons  ever  meet : 
And  when  I  die,  may  I  itill  number'd  be 
With  the  rough  foldier  to  eternity. 

NCf^  ^)Qt^   ^fl^  *4Qc   AtlW*   *^Qi/*  wtf^o  -iQffl   nCi'*  nCv* 

The  Paflions  or  Difpofitions  of  the  Mind  are  ex- 
prejfed  in  the  following  Numbers, 


y^Dmiration,  Plate  10. 

Mger,  3.  9,  27. 
Bounty,  17. 
Bribery,  i8. 
CareJeJfnefs,  32. 
Content,  28.  32.  36. 
Complaifance,  17.  19. 
Courage,  3.  24.  27.  29.  34. 
Covetoufnefs,  21.  33. 
Deformity,  9.  13,  29.  30. 
Defre,  11.  12. 
Dijdain,  7.  15.  19. 
Difirefs,  vid.  Poverty. 
Driinkennefs,  i,  2.  18.  26. 
Erivy,  9.  16.  30. 
Fapion,  20,  21,  22,  23. 
Fcarf  8.  10.  30. 
Follyy  9,  10.  23.  25. 
Fury,  3.  9. 
Goodnature,  17.  28. 
Grief,  Title.  13,  14,  15.  35. 
Hatred,  vid.  Anger, 
Hope,  1 2. 
Hypocrify^  4. 


Idlencfs,  18. 
Innocence,  18,  19.  29. 
Laughter,  5,  6,  7,  8.  12,  13, 

14,  15. 
Love,  5, 
Lufl,  II. 

Mifery,  vid.  Poverty. 
Mirth,  5,  6,  7,  8.  12.  16. 
Old  Age,  20.  28. 
Oprefjion,  Title,  17. 
Pain,  3.  5,  6,  7.  17.  27. 
Penitcnci,  11. 
Pleafure,  vid.  Csntenf. 
Plenty,  18.  33. 
Poffefjion,  12,  13,  14.  29. 
Poverty,  33.  37. 
Pride,  20,  21.  23. 
Satisfaction,  vid.  Content, 
Scorn,  7.  15.  19. 
Sleep,  18.  26. 
Sorrow,  Title,  11.  13,  16. 
Sullennefs,  33. 

Surprife,  7.  9.  12.  25. 30.  34, 
Weeping t  Title.  13,  14,  15. 
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^AS'o Idler  maimd andin  ileJBe^gar&'JLitpi, 


SoljS^  QAXJ^^AiXTFEsr^lue^  etnd  Hugli  I  loft, 

Noftnfiojilisive  I,thd  itsBi^tlWallj 
ITour Reverence  pleafe  Tome  Cliarity  yoitow, 

Fbt.lLe^^ba.  ps^r  me  ddiAle!  Vagrant—know  tliafc  T 
>T e''er  give  to  S  troUer  s  tliey^e  To  apt  t o  lye  ; 
^^i^iir]fcifli,  andfomeWoikj^\roaKlyDui)ecoiixe'> 
Sohafte  sf/Tfxjj  orCcmftalale^s  jymtr  Doom. 

SoL  Mav^t  pleafe  jnouxRever ence^ke aiir^  CaCeK  tto 
IStdl  fay liri  poorer  tliaii  the  moft  of  M'eu: 
WIienM^LBB£?'lieoredX23XE  ^firO:  drew  Breatli 
And  fliere  uTyrFaQier  met ttatiniely  Deaik 
My  Mother  fellowE^of  aljrokeii  liear t 
SoPve  no  Ij-ieB^orPaiifh.for  awr  Fart . 


Flu.  I  iky ,1) egone.'-with  tka  t  lie  lotidty Icnoclcs 

AiidTimberToe,l)egan  to  finelltKe  Stocks, 
^\way  lie  ilunms — l>ul  in  a  Roo  d,or  two^ 
tie  ciear'd  liis  ^^^ea^and,andlll^Tllo1^^8l)tcl^^ 
SoL  This'tis  totegoftliofe  wlio  f ometimes  preaeK 
CaliuCliaritjy.^evVy  Virtue  teacli' 
Bnt  ^lieir  Difguifeto  common  Senfe^ifi  thm,  , 

j-VPocketljutton  d^  HvpociT^e  witHli.  , 

S  end  ine^ldnd  H  eavli^tke  \rell  tantiU  C  ap tain  gl^c 
XATho  ^ves  meTjwel\re-penc^id  a  Curfe^with-Qmce. 
B  ut  1  e  t  me  not^  m  Iloufe ,  or  L  an  ei,oT  S  tr  e  et^ 
T  hefe  treMe-penfion'd  BarTon^  CT^^Tjneet;  ^ 
And  when  I  die^  naa^Iil;illnumberUl)e 
^Yith  tile  rongli  So iJier^  to  Eternity: 
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Pi 


^    ^  S.* 


ll-jS^  sSi^^? 


h  «  «a 
.si  ©  ?4 


4. 


I  * :  ^' 


55;^  15  5s  ^ 
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i?*    *C  o      ^   J*C  r'v 

I  ^  I  S  s^-ss  -^S 
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M\.LjcrJIhopeyoiir  ^codnefrwlll  excufe 
This  eartyVtfU.JYnce^  nry  only  vtctvs- 
^re  centgrei  tn  tl^  yloty  ^yt^tirffet^, 
jind n&w  have  ^rott^ht  a  tri^e — your  Spoufe 

Of which  I  le^  her  kind  acceptance  —  therv 

Rank       my  Lord,  anton^  the  happtefl  men  . 

3^  rev're7id Dean ,Im ^lad hjeeymt  noiv, 
JEjarty  or  late  ;or  any  time .  I  vow  : 
What  netvj' aBrvad,  rn^  vev rendDea^t,  rvhai  news'. 
Somefhinys  $eitnd have ymvT^o  trifling  views 
In  which  my  Int're/t  can  the  leafl  armt  / 


ii^£ETt  Indeed,  myXdOi'd,  there  ts  a  J^yf^f  taU 

That  my  ^oodLord  ^  Ti  h  declines  fo  Jafl 

WtthAye,  a7id  G^mf-,  this  fit  witl  he  his  lafh  . 

JPnfiffjh'd  ad  the  Cld  ctirerAi  'Time  lyj^ 


Xotrb    TJimtv  he  's  eld,  and  canml  hnjlehe-re  : 

Bttt,  rev^Dean.yeii  know  what  'tis  a  Ye^r  : 

Twdl  ^am  mejrretids   ;   1 


j\Iy LdOrd Ikiww  i/aat's  irtte, 


And  atl  thejnt're/t  in  myjpowrs  ymrdue 
If  I  future  times  the  fame fhallme  conircul 
My  Friends   Eftate  my  Body,  and  my. 

Tis  well  my  irvrend Dean  alls  very  n^ht  ; 

On  thcfe.  condibons  you're  pid  dow7ito  mifbt , 
you fhatt ftry^fj'd  ' 


©can 


— — .  AtLf^r/yffitl  thanks  are  due  : 

My  (/ratLtudeJhallJhine,niyLcrd^:  myhcrd aduit 


